DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
wives sitting dutifully a little behind them. I talked and drank
with Istvan, while Ilka translated. Again, I noticed, he only
sipped, but a little more freely this time, and suddenly he began
to sing, his strangely staring eyes full of friendliness and merriment,
and again I noticed that his wife's eye was on him, and that he
remarked it and didn't care.
Afterwards we walked through the quiet village, where one of
those gaily dressed and gallant couples sometimes passed us in the
darkness, the man's white sleeve just discernible about the girPs
waist, to Istvan's house. As I sat at the table I heard Istvan's wife,
in the next room, say something to him, heard him answer
angrily back, heard her retort more fiercely still. There was an
altercation, I guessed that she was telling him not to drink any
more, then silence, and she came into the room, composing her
features into a smile, followed by her daughter.
I did not care for her. I saw that she had the worst of all
feminine wickednesses, that she was a scold, I had seen that
Istvan, after a very little wine, became very wild, a completely
different man, but why not? He laboured like a slave in his vine-
yard and was obviously a hertemguter Kerl, a man with a heart of
gold, industrious, who was devoted to his home and family, loved
his horses and his land, had very little reward for all his pains,
and why should he not, once in a long while, drink a little wine*
Constraint fell upon us, in spite of the pleasant smiles, the wine,
the cold meat, Ilka's fluent stream of conversation, Istvan did not
come in. We talked and talked. Still he did not come. I was
puzzled, for I would have staked my life that Istvan, in or out of
wine, was a man who would never forget his guest. I asked Ilka
where he was, slie spoke rapidly with Istvan's wife, and told me,
'She says he has probably gone back to the inn*»
I was very much surprised. At last Istvan's wife got up and
went into the other rooms, looking for him, He was not there*
She looked into the outbuildings, went into the farmyard, called.
No Istvan. Ilka suggested that we go and fetch him from the inn.
Again we went through the dark village towards the little pool of
light on the common, where the band was still playing, the boys
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